PATCHWORK                                         "A"
either of them, Mr. Principal. It does not matter
which. Yes, no, Mr. Principal?"), to put some
simple questions to the girls themselves.
The whole thing was like a Chelsea party with a
woman exhibiting a pair of Pekinese dogs. "Oh, but
they're too sweet: they bark a little at strangers: I
always think that's so clever, don't you, Mr.
Charles? But, of course, as soon as they see that
you're an intelligent man and appreciate them,
they'll let you do anything to them."
The girls giggled a little when I first spoke to
them directly, but that may have been my fault for
taking so long about it. As soon as they had got
over the slight girlish flutter which such exciting
names as Hardy and Tolstoi naturally create in
young Indian "Christians," they became intelligent
and interesting. The younger child put her hands
on my desk and leaned over earnestly and, looking
down at the grain of the wood, asked me to explain
how it was that Russian literature should make
almost the only real bridge over which Eastern
students could pass to the Western art forms.
I hadn't, of course, any idea how to answer this
gentle little child, with her fierce curiosity: all the
time I 'wondered hopelessly if the curiosity could be
genuine. The elder girl, however, with the cares of
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